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"Oh, ho was simply relating something concerningthe author.
"

Indeed he was. Pray,
Lucy, don't permit your imagination to run

riot as usual, nor let it lead you to juiup in
your rash way to the conclusion that there is
m mething beyond. You are a famous hand for
placing impossible construciion on people's
conduct."

" NV **<! I.ucy Grant, with an air of mock
gravity, "-of course not- 1 would not insinuate
such a thing. It is nothing more than a game
of battledore-and shuttlecock, with hearts for
corks. I do uot think either of you are experiencedplayers, and the hearts may be lost
in the g&me. You had bettor both take care.

But there is the music again Lucky me, I
have such a charming partner."
As she concluded, she hastened away to

meet Lord G., who was advancing toward her
from the opposite end of the room, lie placed
his arm about her waist, and whirled her away
amidst the throng of dancers.
What a wonder! Mr. llayle danced with

me three times that night. Tb« air of selfrestraintthat he so generally exhibited in his
manners towards me seemed to have abandoned
him entirely. To me he was never uiore winning,never more gentle. Sometimes in his
looks aud tones 1 thought him even tender. I
had partly resolved, after my conversation wiih
Lucy Grant, that 1 would l»e guarded in my
manner toward him; that 1 would try to sappressany manifestation of the partiality (so
evident to myself) that I felt toward him.
Never had the claims of social life hung

more irksomely upon me. I could not always
dance or talk with Mr. llayle; yet I desired to
do so with none else * Was it chance or was it
some undefinable mutual attraction that made
us vis-a-vis when we could not be partners?
Why did my hand tremble when it touched his
in ihe dance, and fail so coldly and quickly
from the haud of others? 1 could not account
for my bouyant happiness; yet Marvin Hayle
had not spoken one word of love.
As my partner handed me to seat, 1 was

again asked to dance by Mr. Hayle. How delighted1 was! How readily 1 consented. It
was the last dance before supper, and he consequentlywould hand me to the table.
He talked but little as he sat by my side, but

showed me all those quiet, little attentions alwaysso acceptable to my sex.
Lord G. sat opposite. During one of those

lulls of conversation he remarked :

"Allow me, llayle, to remind you to comply
with the request { made you this evening. You
know, my dear old boy, how felicitously you
caa do these things."

<fNo, no; not to night," rejoined Mr. llayle.
"I should make a signal failure. 1 should

* neither do justice to myself or my theme. I am
not eloquent enough to say all 1 feel ; and, if
1 could succeed in so doing, 1 should only show
I feel too much.'*
Then I did not know to what they alluded,

but I was struck with the signihcance of Mr.
Hayle's reply. I subsequently learned he had
been requested to propose my health.
Lord G. opened his eyes with an appearance

of astonishment at Mr. Hayle's words, and the
warmth with which they were spoken. Turoiugtoward Lucy Grant, he said something in
a quiet tone, that caused her-to break into a

merry laugh and give me one of her naughtiest
looks. Mr. Hayle relapsed into a silence that
remained unbroken until we left the table.

Despite ray efforts to be self-possessed, I felt
my hand tremble as I placed my arm in his to
return to the drawing-room, where he left me,
after seeing me seated. Lucy Grant came in
sooa after. I whispered : "1 know it is somewhatrude to leave my guest: but do let us go
oat on the terrace for a few momenta."
We glided through the window, (which

opened to the floor,) descended the steps to the
terrace beneath, where seating ourselves on the
rustic bench, we looked down on the silvery
face of the Mediterranean,which lay, seemingly,
almost at our feet.

44 What a lovely night!" said Lucy Grant.
They call Alexander Smith extravagant, yet
are not those lines of his.

44 The full-laced moon sits silver on the sea.
The eager waves lift up their heads,
Each shouldering for her smile'*.

most appropriate to a scene like this.
Scarcely had we ceased to speak when we

heard footsteps above us. We had descended
to the second terrace, and were consequently
entirely hid by the overhanging shrubbery. We
expected to be joined by whoever it was approaching;but they halted at the terrace
above. Presently we heard Mr. Hayle's voice,
he was in earnest conversation with Lord G.
44G./*be exclaimed, 441 am a fool.a.madman! I am-daily adding to my rftore of misery.

Is it sot an act of most consummate folly in

me to think of loving Ella U. ?"
Lord G. made no reply. Mr. flayie continued,after a moment's pause:
*1 will tell you now whai 1 never dared to

confide to anyone. I have been a mad worshipperof that woman for nearly four years.
For. almost three of them 1 followed her from
place to place, and was near her whenever 1
could be without attracting her notice. The
first time I saw her was ut the opera. It was
a ' Queen's night.' All that was bright and
beautiful of the highest society of London
seemed to have been gathered within the walls
of the theatre. Even in that dazzling assemblageof beauty, rank, and fashion she shone
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ask, * Who is she?' None could tell.she
seemed % stranger to all near iue. She at once
rivetied my attention, approaching, as she did,
nearer my ideal conception of female beauty
than any woman 1 had ever seen. The opera
over, I hastened to the crush-room, where ]
stood watching the corridor from whence she
would emerge. I soon had the satisfaction of
seeing her approach, leaning on the arm of an

elderly gentleman, who proved to he hor father.
1 followed close beside them, feasting my eyes
on her rare beaut)', which was half disclosed
beneath the gorgeous cashmere that enveloped
her. I heard the gentleman say, 4 To Sir
George Jasper's,' to the footman, as the carriagewhirled away. I walked up to a circle of
friends who were chatting beneath the portico
of the theatre, and asked of one, 44 Who is Sir
George Jasper?* 1 learned he was a city merchant,of princely wealth, who had iust been
knighted. My long residence abroad had renderedme a comparative stranger to the
fashionable world ot London. 1 was, besides,
so much engrossed by my art, that 1 cared but
little for it. I contrived, however, to get an
introduction at Lady Jasper's, and, though I
never met her there, I learned who she was.

. G., you know my ideas with reference to rich
women. Judge, then, my regret when 1 learned
she was one of the wealthiest heiresses in the
kingdom.something far above the aspirations
of a begger like myself.

*4I have olten ridiculed men who have fallen
in love at first sight madly aud recklessly. 1
deemed it nonsense. 1 could not understand
how, without a knowledge of a woman's disposition,mind and heart, a man could lovs her.
I tried to banish her from rav mind, endeavored
to reason myself oat of what I deemed ao absurdfancy. I knew she wag beyond my reach.
To want and expect to have her seemed to me
almost aa ridiculous as a child eryiug for the
moon. I firmly resolved 1 would never meet
her. Yet, with that false reasoning with which
one contrives to delude bjiusclf, 1 argued myselfinto the belief that it ueed not disturb iny
peace to see her. I thought 1 could regard her
from a distance with the same eyes that a painterwould look upou a chef d'u*uvreof Kaphael,or a divine conception of Canovu. Fool that
I was.vain, self-deluded fool! 1 dreamed myselfa philosopher, 1 awoke to find myself a
poor, weak man. I still hsd sense enough to
coasfcat my infatuation so far as to forbear
seeking an introduction ; yet I could not refrainfrom feasting iny eyes upon ker lovelinessKvery female head 1 painted about that
Urns had in it something of her beauty.eitherthe excelling swseinesa of her mouth, the pure,deep blue o; her sjei, or her wondrous regularitynt features,
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had Ml epp« , ef worshipping ber at s
distance, 1 waa always to ba found

If a day or twa paaard without my seeinghev I Was like out l»rwild# red I emb av rcl (
hi ivery xroy to banish her from my mind
»i,ee 1 sa<«t-rdad h r a week, a whole Week,
(who h aaawtedUa*ai age.i \u a* »»«liug her i
II tasaffw* Ik wist » suts or mmd I was 11 ,
I Have fpue down my » « v k neee and pray* <1, |
ay# prayed aa rsMtealty end U.ihfMly U< ! * 1
tskfsMa from the fascinating vleion of her

beauty, as ever a crime-laden wretch has done, fc
to crave deliverance from the pangs of remorse, t
She haunted me. I grew pale and haggared. c

Some thought it ill health. You, G., are the c
first to learn. I came here to be alone with i

my misery. For a while 1 thought 1 had con- t

quered that, which I could not but deetn an 1
infatuation. 1 had begun to flatter myself that I
after all there was truth in the old proverb, i
" That absence conquers love." Judge, then,
my feelings when, one evening, as 1. was descendingthe steps of my hotel, I met her father s

and herself ascending. For a moment I felt
as if I would have fallen. 1 conquered my ttgi-
tation, and stepped out of sight, within the
shadow o. a doorwav. That night I left the
house. I thought they were there eii pas*ant.
I subsequently learned they had come to win-
ter at Cannes.

For a while 1 was tempted to fly. I con- J
eluded to remain and leave Providence to deal
with that which I had not strength to avoid.

It must have seemed strange to you, G. Indeed,you must have noticed how resolutely 1
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tribute it to, I know not. Now you are in-
formed of the true rfne. Like the opium-eaterwho clings to the fatal drug that he Knows will
destroy him, yet from which he has not the
power to abstain ; so have 1 abandoned myself
to a fatal passion as hopeless of fruition, as

dangerous to my peace. And this suffering
must be intensified by a conviction that h is

crept slowly o'er me, that she will.perhaps
does love me. Not with that devotion I cherishfor her.that is impossible. Yet I somehowhope, or dream, she loves me. The effort
she sometimes makes to conceal her preference
renders it more apparent to me.
"Then why not become a suitor for her

baud?" asked Lord G., 44 doubtless she would
marry you."
What! rank myself amongst the mercenary

horde that encircle her. Permit myself to be
looked upon ds a despicable fortune-hunter!
G., you do me great injustice. I trusted you
at least kuew me better. Had I wealth equal
to her own, the case would be different. Even
were that so, none except the most liberal-
minded would give me credit for disinterested-
ness. Virtuous, beautiful, accomplished, as she
is, few would think but that her gold was the
chief attraction. Ard there is a sentiment in
the heart of some men that dominates over love,
and that is pride. Ah ! unhappy is he iu whose
bosom a conflict rages betwixt the two Alas !
G., that man am I. But let us go in and talk
no more of my folly. I am half mad now."

I heard Mr. Hayle walk hurriedly away.
Lord G. followed with slower footsteps, saying,
44 My poor unhappy friend."
For a few moments I silently stood holding

the hand of Lucy Grant. Neither of us had
spoken since the first few words Mr. Hayle had
ottered. We could not, then, make our pres-
ence known. Almost the first words exchanged
between them compelled us to become listeners
to the rest. I fancied that Mr. Hayle had a
decided preference for me, but never dreamed 1
was to hiin an object of such intense devotion
as his words revealed.
At first I was elated by the discovery I had

made. 1 learned that there existed what 1 had
so longed to find.a man who loved me without
one selfish consideration. But in the midst of
my joy came the disheartening conviction, that
the relations between us could never be altered
whilst our circumstances remained unchanged.I felt he would not be the only sufferer ; that
my misery must likewise be entailed by the
conflict he had proclaimed betwixt pride and
love. I felt th&t in a bosom like his, pridewould be the conquerer.

*1 waited until Lord G. had re-entered the
drawing-room, then passively suffered myself
to be led in the same direction.
Almost the first Derson's iraze I encountered

on entering was Marvin Hayle.1 had taken the precaution to go around bythe side door, entering in an opposite direction
to that in which I left. I was pale and agi- jtated ; he calm, impassable as a rock. No one
looking at him would have dreamed of what
had so recently occurred. IIis face gave no
evidence of what was passing in his bosom.

I sat down beside the mother of Lord G. She
looked at me piercingly and remarked, " Your
hand is very cold. You are pale, and tremble
too. Are you well ?"
" Oh yes, quite well/' I answered hurriedly.Turning away, I endeavored to conceal my agi-tation by engaging in some trilling budinaigewith one of my admirers, who had approached

me as I raturaed to the room.

At this juncture up walked, to iny infinite
relief, the Chevalier, saying, as he extended his jhand, 44 Two or three of dt Jieur tie murrielle
have endeavored to enveigle me to dance wid
dem, but I have save myself for one grandgalop. Listen, the band has commence to play.Come!"
Lady G. protested against my joining in

what she called 44 That furious dance." I was
only too ready to go. I feared her questioningsif 1 remained at her side. Leauing on the
Chevalier's arm, I soon joined the throng of ]dancers. As we whirled by the numerous mirrorsI now and then caught a glimpse of Mar
vin Ilayle's eyes, bent upon me with a strangehalf-frightened look. A glance at myself in .

the mirror, di-covered the cause. I was ghastlypale. A giddy, sickening sensation passed over *

me, a gradual overshadowing.a misty appear- 1

ance in all surrounding objects. 1 remember ,hearing Mr. Hayle exclaim, 44 Quick! quick ! |Chevalier, she is fainting," then all was dark.
Beyond that. I have no recollection of any- ithing that pu-sed. i jThe next morning when I awoke I found my |father, Lucy Grant, and Dr. Saddler at my bed- ,side. The latter said 441 had had a scries of 1fainting fits, hut pronounced me much better ,.that 1 only needed quiet. The excitement <attendant on the ball he averred had been ton .

much for me. He was very severe upon those |frightfully fast dances; pronounced them only jfit for lunatics.sufficient to cause death to ro- ,bust people, and entirely uusuited to one so ,delicately constituted as myself. fie trusted 1 |would never indulge myself with another. t1 was murmuring something about its not ,being the dance, when a warning look from <Lucy Grant stopped me. She bent over and ]whispered, " Better permit them to imagine it iis that, than know the real cause. Do not say janything more. 1 have something to tell you ,about Mr. llayle's s range conduct last night {after you fainted."
<After strict injunctions about my l>eing kept \quiet, Dr. Saddler left the room, accompanied ,by papa.

As the door closed upon them 1 turned and jlooked at Lucy Grant. She knew what 1 meant,
Taking a seat beside me on the bed, she said :

Mr. Hayle ccted most strangely last night.You know generally he is not the least excitablein manner. Yet when you fainted and
nearly fell last night, he seemed like a man distracted.He put every one aside, and took you jfrom the arms of the Chevalier, as though he jhad a right to you. He even took the restorativesfrom the hands of your father and ad- jministered them himself. Wheu it was found t
-necessary to bring you up here, he lifted von i
its tenderly an though you were an infant, and t
laid yon where you now are. I was closer to a
him and you than the rest. Thrice 1 .heard c
him murmur softly "Ella; dear Ella." Never 1
in my life have 1 seen a face express so much
love ; such tender pity, as did his. I heard ) <
several remark significantly upon the extreme i
interest, the active sympathy, Mr. liayle ex- j u
hibited. Ah, Ella ! they do not know all, or yhow deep his interest is. Tell me, Ella, do n

you love him ? v
I could not reply. I hid my face in Lucy's I ybosom and burst into a passionate flood of tears, j1She soothed and iietted me as if I were a t

child. j t
One morning during my convalescence 1 had t

been sleeping gently upon the sofa, near the ii
window, where 1 had been looking out upon pthe beach. The scene of tny first meeting with d
Marvin liayle. j c

I hud been thinking of all thst bad passed tl
since that eventful morning.of the change tl
that had come over me since that day. I al- )most wished we had never met, when 1 ponder- ii
cd over what I had heard him confide to Lord it
(J. on the terrace. I was sick at heart when 1 . o
remembered bis pride and tny own position. 1 1 si
hated that "wall of gold" that seeinud destined si
to sepai-ate us forever. Never before was I so gfully penetrated with the conviction of the ut^ J ei
ter uenleeeneee of wealth alone, for the prod to- tl
Imjm wf ' efi.IlH* . was a, in. uuuesc » o«
enormous lor.uiie, wbi h a'l my wealth could ii
not oare. ol

I had slept little the night before, and a h<
feeliug of wearineaa crept over me. 1 fell into st
s gentle clumber and dreamt of Marvin lluyle. in
When I wae awoke I found tuy father sitting al
by my tide, my hand Heaped in bis. His face ty
»» very grave I thought a little stern, si
lie >ke4 pteri ingly at me, and said gently, j joib<n b ftnmlvi " r! I fa, my child, you lovn this ( eti
dar m liayle." ' fwiI »ans4 «p ae though to epeek lie held up w<

m .^

T]
lis hand with a deprecating look, and coninued: "Yon never yet deceived me. Tell me,
lo you love this man ? I fear you do. Women
lonotmnrmer names in their sleep, as you
nurmered his, unless that name has for them
i more than ordinary charm. What passed
between yu and Mr. Ilayle the night of the
lall ?" "Nothing father, I as>ure you, nothnghut what you yourself saw.-'
''Nothing, he repeated, doubtingly.
" No, father, I assure you, he has never

spoken a word to ine, ihat he might not have
littered with the world for listeners."

After a moments pause he continued :

"Ella, this seems to me, something like evasion;can you honestly assure me you do not
love this man ?"

1 dared not answer. T covered my face with
my hands and turned away. My father started
up exclaiming violently : "The mercenary beggar,has he dared thus stealthily to insinuate
himself into the affections of my child. The
subtle scoundrel, I thought him better than the
generality of men. How lamentably have 1
been deceived. 1 find him worse than the rest.
The " I could bear no more and cried :

Father, father, you do him the grossest injustice.A less mercenary, or more unselfish
spirit than his does not breathe. lie has never
uttered to me one word of love Bursting into
tears. I concluded in a despairing toce: "Ah
me! greater misery than all is, to fear he never
will."
Papa gave me a look of contemptuous anger

as he asked :
"Can it be possible that my child is so poor

for love that she weeps because a beggarly
artist has not ventured to honor her with an
offer?" lie strode up and down the room for
some time in violent agitation ere another
word was exchanged between us. I had risen
from my couch, and stood leaning on the windowsill, looking out upon the water. He pausedin his walk, approached, and laid his hand
gently on my shoulder. He seeined to have
c« nquer« d his agitation somewhat. His voice
was quite calm, when he said :

"Perhaps 1 have been rather hasty. Come,
Ella, let us sit down and fully understand each
other."
W hen 1 wedded your mother, I waa already

a man of wealth. Wealth accumulated by no

ordinary energy, in the face of difficulties that
would have appalled a less determined spirit.
A year after, when you were placed in my arms,
I welcomed 3*00, (not perhaps as 1 would one
that could have perpetuated my name, hut as

something on which 1 could lavish the fount of
love pent up in mv heart. A love your mother
never strove to win. Since that day 1 have
had no thought, performed no act, cherished no

purpose, that had not for its aim and object
your agrandisement and happiness.'* He continuedbitterly. "I am not or.e of thoso who
believe in the necessity of mutual devotion in
man and wife for the production of domestic
comfort. I have looked forward to the time
when you would w ed a man of title, and adorn
a rank you seem horn to till. For this eud i
have bargained, bought and sold ; aye, toiled
like a gully slave, night and day. Is the cherishedobject of nearly half a lifetime to be de
nied me, by the love sick phantasies of a romanticgirl ? Shall the wealth 1 have so laboredto accumulate go to enrich a man without
a name, who can offer in exchange for it,(added
to peerless beauty like your own,) nothing but
a heart. Perhaps I have done Mr. Iiayle injustice.Doubtless, as you aver, he has been
honorable enough not to declare the love I feel
he cherishes, and which I regret to see so ardentlyreciprocated." Yet, he continued,
rising and pointing to the Estrelles. "Sooner
could those hills he moved from their base,
than I be shaken in my determination. My
child shall never become the w ife of a nameless
man. a comparative beggar." As he concluded,he left the room.
That night lie was hurriedly summoned to

London on important business. Not a word
was uttered by either of us with reference to
what had passed. He kissed me with his usual
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tenderness, ana uaue me ue careiui 01 my heaitn
during his absence.

Determination an<: firmness were my father's
distinguishing characteristics. Indeed, some
thought his firmness "bordered upon obstinacy.I never once knew him to say no, and change
it to yes. I was appalled at the hopelessness
of my position. I felt that between my father's
ambitious desires, and Marvin Hayle's pride
I was destined to become the victim of a hopelessattachment. In vain Lucy Grant endeavonJ to iuspiio Imjic. I couM discern nothingin the dreary future but years of unhappiness.Mr. Ilayle seutoften to iuquire concerning myhealth. He had obtained an iukling of what
had passed through Lord (J., from whom, 1
subsequently discovered, Lucy Grant could !
keep nothiug secret. This couple became ac-
tive conspirators against my father, to secure
my happiuess. Yet alas ! in vain.

[ To be continued. J

TEM iPEZR^USTCE.
OerrIt Smllh to lion. Henry WiUon

Pktkrboro, March 20, 1870.
Hon. Henry Wilson, V. S. Senate:
My DkakSik: I have read your paper on

Temperance in the last New York Independent.Whatever 1 see from your pen I read eagerly, '

jxpecting to be enlightened by it. But this
paper disappoints me.
So small part of tny long life has been spent

in beseeching inen to vote slavery to death,
But, as they would not bring it to this bloodlessend, it bad to go out in blood. Nearly as
much of u»y life has been spent in beseeching
men to vote drunkenness to death. To stop
Iramselling would be to provide for the speedyleath of nearly all drunkenness. What, when
Iramselling shull be ended, may still remain of
the appetite lor alcohol and of the facilities for

;» .;ii i.. 1 :
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» process of rapid disappearance. Very uusuccessful,however, have been the far too
limited efforts to induce the people to vote an
;nd to dramsclling. They persist in voting j
Jrainselling tickets, and in upholding that ao-
ursed license system under which the whole
land is thiekly dotted with dramshops, each of jwhich is a manufactory of madmen, murderers,
ncendiaries and paupers ; each of which helps
nake up the number of the fifty thousand who
*<» annually into drunkards' graves ; and each
jf which has a share in bringing annually into
he ranks of drunkenness fifty thousand of our

foung men.
What, in your paper before me, most surprisesand paius me is its perfect silence in retpectto voting. For years you were earnestlyengaged in the work of voting slavery to death.

Hence you connected yourself with an iudepenIcntanti-slavery political party, mid eloquentlymtnraoncd your fellow«cjtizentt to do likewise.
Why is it that you are not now at work to get
he dramshop voted out of existence? I noicethat you speak of the labor we have had
vith slavery and with its consequences as a

political" labor, and of that we Itave with j
eiuperancc as a "moral" one. 1 beg you to
nform the public of your grounds for this dis-
.'motion. Is not the drumshop as much us
ilavery the creature of law?.and is not politi-:al action to shut it up as necessarily and as
oudly called for. as it was to terminate slavery?Your reliance for carrying forward the cause
>f temperance is on the reviving of an interest
n it in the church. " The church must take |
ip the matter," say you in capitals. Now. if
ou hud said : "the church must take up the;uatter of votingfor temperance or, in other I
rords, of votiug against the dramshop," my »

idiole heart would have fallen iu with your in-
unction. I like sermons and prayers, when s
heir avowed end is to promote the doing of f
he work, that is to he done:.but I loathe
hern when they are made a substitute for do- I
g it. A church, that expressl}' preaches aud i

rays for men to vote the shutting up of the i

rainshop, is a church that I like. Hut such u i
hurch is not common. Nay, uncommon is i
he church, whose votis do not go to keepopen t
his overflow ing fountain of the heaviest curses. <
rou i efer to the guilty conduct of the church .

i our old struggle with slavery. Guilty where- c
i? She failed not to preach and pray against i
ppression. Her guilt was in clinging to pro- t

lavery parties ami refusing to testify agaioet v

iavery at the polls. Similar to this is her c
uiIt in the matter of the dramshop and drunk- 1
uness ;-and yon must pardon me for adding s
nit vou, instead of entirely ignoring the wick- h
ISM* ol at)t uramshop voting, are, iroin your t
ifluentiul position in the church, under special h
^ligation to bring home to her and press upon d
or this great wickedness. Would that, in- h
ead of writing this paper which 1 am criticis- t

P, you hud called uu the church to persuade o
her voters to join tiie national political par- o
organised last September for the suppres- fi

on of draaiMdling. Some of these voters are it
thing it. Swmu of them are still foolish si
tough to believe that their draiushop parties tl
ill yet abolish the dramshop, just as there 'I'
pre persons w ho were foolish enough to be- "

century, uoim in ana out ol tne enurcti, to an
vance temperance. Hut none should wonder
that this precious cause makes no progress, nor
even that it falls hack. A man undertakes to
budd a house. He collects the materials for it
.but he leaves them to rot. No wonder, then,
that the house is not built. Bui no more room
is there for wonder that the cause of temper
anoc is not yet crowned with success. Nearly
half a century ago W£ began, in our pledges,
prayers, sermons, lectures, singing, and what
not, our preparations lor that success. But,
alas, we went no farther than to prepare to
build. Instead of going forward to the ballotboxto put up our building, and to the statute
book to complete it, we rested in our worthless
preparations.worthless because rested in
Every day we were getting farther and farther
from erecting our building, because we were,
every day, losing interest in our more and more
stale preparations, and more and more decayed
materials. Nay, so far from erecting the temperanceedifice, we have gone yearly to the
polls and to the Legislature to prevent the erec
tion. Worse than this, we have gone there to
renew the supports of the rum edifice, and to
protect it from demolition at the hands of the
handful of earnest temperance men.
This is a world of shams.and we expect

nothing better than that a large sharo of our

leading men will continue to tie interested in
upholding them. Hut we cannot afford to have
a man of the power and influence of Henry
Wilson countenance these shams.

I am glad you declare the temperance work
to be "the next step," and the present time,
when, as you say, "political reconstruction isuhstantiallycomplete," to be " the opportune
moment" for taking this "next step." M..ny
Republicans, whom 1 ask to take this 4* n-xt
step" now, and to take it effectively in the antidramshopparty, excuse themselves on the
ground that, for the sake of the colored man,
they must remain longer in the Republican
party. They wish me to understand it is becauseI am incapable of sympathising with
their deep interest in him, that 1 can he so
cruel, as to tear away their dear anti-slaveryhearts from their dear anti-slavery party. On
the faee of your announcement that temperanceis "the next step," you are at disagreementwith these Republicans. But perhaps,
they wdl flatter 1 he inselves your announcementwas made with the understood proviso
that temperance is not "the "next step," if it
can be taken only at the expense of stepping
out of the Repuidiean Party. Indeed, they
may even go so far as to suspect that your makingtemperance the concern of the church in
stead of the voters, is only an adroit expedientfor saving the Republican Party from beingdisturbed by it.

With great regard your friend.
Gekbit Smith.

THE HOME CIRCLE
Written fur th«* New Kka.
To iiion

by rmKt.i.t:.

The dull March wind, with sullen moan without,Dashes against the sash the drifting rain ;And the bare branches wildly toss about,
And bending quiver, like.iv thing in pain.

I, lying lonely in the midnight gloom,
On my sad couch distracted vigils keep ,Or pace with heavy tread the silent room.
Anguish'd for my lost love, despairing weep.

For they have parted Glory Eyes from me,.To love her once is, thence, to love forever ;
The hopes once cherish'd now may blighted be,For fate seems striving'every lie to sever.

Those loving arms, so oft about thee flung,O! Glory Eyes, encircle thee no more,Those loving lips, that oft to mine have clung,Cling how no longer, as they did of yore.
So, to the wind's moan in this gloomy hour,
A wail within seems sadly to reply ;

Whilst I, beyond the clouds that o'er us lour,Scarce e'en a ray of promise can descry.
Ah yes! without, trembling beneath the blast,Last summer's rose-trees, bend ami quiver.And as they blossom'd, love, in summers past,Again may bloom.aye, brighter hued than

ever.

Patience! my love! For from this wintry strife,Bleak with March snows.bedewed with April'stears,
ley, like spring flowers, will blossom into life
For us, O ! Glory Eyes, in coming years.

CHARLIE'S ^RETURN
" Don't touch ! Essie darling, don't touch !"

Very gently the elder sister 8|>okof though she
saw the fingers of the little one were toyingwith a volume of costly engravings. * * I >i>n' t
touch!" The admonition was unheeded until
startled by an exclamation from the child.
Alice again raised her eyes from her sewing,and saw that some of the leaves were alreadyloosened in their places. Laying her work
hastily aside, sho took the little wayward ling-
ers in her own, saying, as she did so "Conic,darling, sisier will show Essie the pictures."Alice Orhy was not beautiful, in fact casual
observers might have called her homely, but all
who knew her saw the pure loving soul within
shine through every lineament of her face, tin-
til it seemed lit up with a beauty that paintersmight envy. She was scarcely twenty, yet she
filled a mother's place in that small household,for, though the family was wealthy, death had
lieen but lately among them, and taken the
lovely mother away. Now they were but three,
Father, Alice and Baby Esther, baby still
though the suns of five summers had shone
upon her brow. Years ago there had been another,but a few hastily spoken words, a brief
reproof, which the hot spirit of youth could
not brook, and then a place was vacant, and
Uharlie, the boyish fun-loving On rlie, had
gone from all who loved him out into tho wide,wide world.
The book little Esther had taken froin the

table had once been his, uud it recalled the
lays of the past so vividly to the mind of Alice,:hat the tears filled her eyes, and there was a

Uight tromulousness in her voice when she
?pok». which caused the little one to look up.When she saw the sad look on the loving face
»ent ever her, she threw her arms about her
>ister's neck and kissed her again and again,
laying, "Don't ky, sister Allie, don't ky, ldl be
eal dood now, then Dod will 'ovo me and take
ne to Heaven to see mamma.'' These words
touched a chord in the heart which had not yet:eased to vibrate, and losing all her self-control,kliee burst into tcurs, while Essie still kept
^treating, "Don't ky, Allice, you said iiiauuawas happy now. Brushing her toars
iway, Alice responded to the half-whispered
vish of the child that she would tell her a storyif Jesus and the pretty land where mamma
tad gone. Clasping the babe closer to her, |
he told how Christ was once a baby child, aud
lOW while voun<» he fount1 in tornnte
caching the doctors, and, when still older, i
ow he was taken and died that agonizing i
eath on the cross. There was no sound to be s
eard in the large room where they sat save f
hat soft sweat voice telling the old, old story i
f the cross, forever new. The earnest eyes <
f the listener never wandered for a moment 1
rotu the face of the elder sister, till, after tell- 1
ig how it was to save the world frotu death, >
tic paused; when in a low solemn tone the lit- I
e one asked, "Does 'on 'ove Jesus, Allie?" t
here wan' no hesitation in the answer given, I
Yes, darling, / do love Jesus." «

HE 3STE"W EH,
lieve that the old Whig and Democratic par
ties would abolish slavery. To hang uponthese parties which, a* a general remark, have
not the least idea of ever making war upon the 1

dramshop, is, surely, a very poor way to help
temperance. Some of these voters would quittheir dramshop parties to join a party (if there
were such a one) which goes against the dram
shop and also against certain things that they
greatly dielike. Hut the party, which tight*the dramshop, will have its hands full, though
it shall fight nothing else It will need, too.
all the help it can get- Catholic as well as Protestantvoters ; men of whatever views of the
Common School; Jews, Seventh day Baptistsand No Sabbath men as well as Sunday men.
It is true that a party for temperance and protestanismmight, as it is claimed it would,
"sweep the State." Such a party would however,sweep it not with temperance.bnt with
a protest ant frenzy. It would bring no help,
but, on the contrary, immense harm to temper
ance. No good .whatever would come of such a

party ; whilst the sectarian animosity it would
engender is an evil beyond computation. I
have now referred to some of the different
courses of different church members. 1 eloj-e
under this head with saying that a large share
of the chuTch members manifest no interest
whatever in the cause of temperance.You refer to the obvious decline in temperance; and you add that this decline is notwithstandingall that lias been done in the last halt

44 Does he love me too, bister Alice?"
44 Yes, my darling, lie says that of such is

the kingdom of Heaven.
44 Don't you remember the verse sister taught

you the other day.48uffer little children to
come unto me?'" Slowly and thoughtfully the
child repeated the text; then the earnest eyesagain rested on her sister's face as she recited
still another text she had learned the same day.44 Tile Son of Man came to seek and to save
that which was lost.'' 14 Lost, lost." A longsilence followed the words, during which Esther
seemed deeply thinking, then she suddenly exclaimed.44 A llie! Allie ! Dud wiM seek Charlie
then, won't He, U>z I heard papa say the other
day he was lost?" Crushing down the heartachewithin her, Alice answered, 44 You must
ask Him, Essie." The child sprang from the
arms which hold her, and kneeling by her sister'sknee, in lier sweet childish way, she said,while clasping her little hands together, 44 Dear
Jesus, please look for Charlie and send him
home, toz 1 want to see him so bad."

It was a simplo prayer, but she had the firm
faith of a chilil in the truth of the promise,44 Ask and ye shall receive," and she was satisfiedto wait for the answer. Ah 1 44 except
ye become as a little child ye cannot enter into
the kingdom of Heaven "

44 Now Allie," she said, as she crept onof
more within hor sister's loving embrace, 44 tell
ine stories about Charlie," and Alice, patient,loving Alice, hushed us it were the heatings of
her own heart, and told incident after incident
of the childhood of their brother, until the eyelidsof the 1 i - tenor closed wearily over the blue
eves, and the little one was fast asleep. Alice
stepped to the couch and laid her upon it, then
taking a seat beside her she watched the smiles
that played over the face of the sleeper, thinkingthe whilo -if the time when she had watched
over Charlie's slumber in the same way.Essie's sleep was but of short duration, for
long before Alice thought of quitting her place
as watcher she suddenly awoke and exclaimed,
44 hod's found him! Allie; hod's found him!
1 saw him away off ever so-fur, but an angelbad hold of his hand, and was bringing him
right straight home."
Even while she spoke a slight noise was heard

in the hall, the door opened, and a tail bearded
youth stood at the threshold. Alice looked uj:but she saw only a stranger. Not so with. Es
sic, however; giving but a hasty glance shi
bri ke away fr -in the detaining hands of Alice,
saying 44 it's Charlie! it's Charlie! 1 knew
Hod \>uld find him."

44 Yes, darling sister, it is Charlie.it it
Charlie," said the young man, and he kissed
the little upturned face again and agiin ; ther
seating ln r upon his knee, he drew Alice tc
his side and asked her of the past. Toart
coursed their way down his brown checks, a?
he heard of his mother's prayers for the wayward boy, and he silently a^ked the lieavenljFather to give him strength to do his duty to
Ward the loved ones that were left him.
Through hours that seemed like minutes
j uicu ou rii£ru3!*ru hi remmiscHnces o

oilier days, that they scarcely heeded the tlighiof time, or the passage of outward events, unti
Mr. Grey's voice was heard in the hall. Char
lie arose and went to meet lus father, saying" Father, for: ive me." The old man started at
the sound of his voice, and a visible trenioi
crept over him ; .hen, as he thought of the one
who had } ussed away, a shadow crossed his
face and his stern lips settled into a rigid caln.
as lie replied, ' Hoy, there is much to forgive.'No answer came from Charlie, but instead tin
pleading tones of Alice broke the stillness
" Father, mother prayed for him when she wuf
dying."' Then little impulsive Essie, who hat
seemed to be trying to comprehend the scene
before her, now in a half grieved tone asked
"Oh, papa, aint you glad toz Hod sent ('burin
home?''

Mr. (irey started ; it was a new thought t<
him; God bad st tit Charlie home, should h
refuse to receive lint? Passing his banc
thoughtfully across his brow, he turned agaiito his son, saying, "Charlie, my boy, 1 too wai
wrong, let us walk hereafter together," and ht
fell on lus neck and kissed him .Christiai
Union.

Relics of Waterloo..The. Prince am
Princess of Wales, during their recent stay ir
Paris, witnessed a muster of the old soldiers o
the Grande Armee, at the foot of the Napoleoicolumn, preparatory to attending mass in tin
chapel of the Invalides. Their number appear,this year to have diminished to about thirty, owhom t&o thirds were invalids in full uniform
one of whom carried the standard given to then
by the present Kmperor. Among the remain
der were several artillerymen, one of Marceau'i
hussars, (still wearing the orthodox pigtail,
one naval officer, one of the famous Old Guard
together with a drummer of the Guard, win
heat the assembly on the occasion. Almost al
had long white moustaches, and all, with th<
exception of the Old Guard, were exceedinglylittle men, showing that the military standari
of height had fallen extremely low under tin
fir>t empire.
An Atmi.kss Lifr..I committed oue fata

error in my youth, and dearly have I abided it
1 started in life without an object, even with
out an ambition. My temperament disposec
me to ease, and to the full 1 indulged the din
position. I said to myself, " I have all that ]
see others contending for.why should 1 struggle?" I knew not the curse that lights on
those who have never to strugglo for anything.Had I created lor myself a definite pursuit.literary, scientific, artistic, social, political, nc
matter what, so there was something to labot
for and to overcome.I might have been happy,1 feol this now.too lato! The power is gone.Habits have become chains. Through all the
profitless years gone by, I seek vainly for
something to remember with pride, or even ts
dwell on with satisfaction. 1 have thrown
away a life 1 feel, sometimes a-t if there were
nothing remaining to me worth living for. I
am an unhappy man..Robert Dale Owen.
Thr Vai.i k ok Widk-awake Lyes..1 never

saw anybody do anything that I did not watch
hitn and sco how he did it, lor there was no tell
ing hut (hat sometime I might have to do it
myself. 1 was going across a prairie once ; myhorse began to limp. Luckily I came across a
blacksmith's shop, but the smith was not at
home. 1 asked ttje woman of the house if she
could allow me to start a fire and make the
shoe. She said I might if I knew how; so I
started a lire, and heated the shoe red hot, and
turned it to fit. my horse's foot, and shod the
horse. At the next place I catno to 1 went
stnught to a smith and told him to put the shoe
on properly. Ho looked at the horse's foot,and paid ine the greatest eomplintent I ever
received in my life. He told me if 1 put on
that shoe I hid better follow hlacksmithing all
my life..Re;. If. 11'. Beecher.

An Honest Living..A young Boston man,who proposed starting in business in New York
city, made u preliminary visit there armed with
letters 111 intriiflin>tinn In luiuiiiooa ....... .... v»«<(vv«v*s w n/usuuvao niuii. 1 111"JSC

{ resented and (he usual compliments passed,the Now York merchant inquired of younglioston what he intended to do. 44 I have not
exactly decided," replied the young Puritan," hut 1 expect to settle into some good business
in which 1 can get a living honestly."41 A living honestly ?"

44 An honest living," repeated the Uostonian.
44 Young man," said tho New Yorker, 44 I

congratulate you ; there is not a city in the
United States in which you will meet with so
little competition in your method of doing business."
Luck and Lakor..Many people complainof their bad luck when they ought to blame

their own want of wisdom and action. Cobdcn,
a distinguished writer, in England, thus wrote
about luck and labor:
Luck is everything waiting for something to

turn up. Labor, with keen eyes and strongwill, will turn up something.
Luck lies in bed, and wishes the postmauwould bring him the news of a legacy. Labor

turns out at six o'clock, and with busy pen or
ringing hammer, lays tho foundation of a competence.
Luck whines. Labor whistles.
Luck relies on chances. Labor on char- |

acter.
Luck slips down to indigence. Labor strides

upward to independence.
t Mtfttsrrss. Pt .. ,i...!.

not abuse the faithful souls who come to niee!ngrainy days, becauso others are to lu/.y to
ittend. Preach the very best you can to yourimnliest assemblies. .Jesus preached to one
ivotiian at the well, and she got all Samaria to
:ome out to hear him. Take long breaths.
Kill your lungs and keep them full. Stop to
ireath before the air is exhausted. Then youwill not finish every sentence-ah, with a terri>leguspuh, as if you were dying for want of
lir-uh, as some people do-ah, and so strain their
uugs-ah, as to make sport for the Philistinesth.. II. li. II. m The Christum.

\

RUTHS AND ^HiFLPS.
A Song.

As sung by n nice young man at an evening
party :

Lady, ope thy we he-hindow,
And ineli hi hine thine ear,

While the moon is bo-he-heaming,
Deign my lay to he-he-hear.

Softly steal the hre-he-heczes
O'er the scented le-he-heaves.

Birds among the tree-he heezes
Slumber si-hi-hilently.

Lady, from thy la la lattice.
Prav look down on me-he he ;

Mollify your fa ha hathcr.
And ask me in to te-he hea.

A nap sack. A pillow case.

Pry groceries.cod fish and red herring.
A useful and practical line.the clothes line.
" What are the w ild waves say ing ?" Let

us spray.
J A LITTLE tumbler will often throw dowa a

big man.

No human heart is ever vacant. It has an

inhabitant, either an angel or a devil.
Mis-Construction." Dotting tip" a young

lady in the hight of the fashion.
Young folks grow most when in love. It

increases their siirhs wonderfully.
It matters not what a man h»ses. if he saves

his soul ; but if he loses his soul it matters not
what he saves.

Gol> makes no promise to those who hold
i back. Hut He gives strength to the obedient,
and light to those who determine to trust Him.
An exchange praises an egg, " laid on our

table by the ltev., Dr. Smith," which shows
that Brother Smith is a layman as wrell as a

minister.
It is little troubles that wear the heart out :

» it is easier to throw a bomb shell a mile than a

feather.even with artillery.
Babies are the coupons attached to the bonds

of matrimony. The interest is due at random.
r

The way to make a hole in your pocket is to
5 incur a large rent.
' What is the difference between a girl and a
1 night-cap? One is born to wed, the other is
)

worn to bed.
»

} Earn your money before you spend it ; and
then you will know what it is worth, and spend

r it more wisely.
What is that which is made with a train,

travels with a train, iff of no use to a train, but

j,i a train cannot travel without it? The noise.

I Works are good and acceptable to God only
I as they spring from and centre in love to HirnT

Vice doe9 not pay ; the sin is less sweet than
» wc fancied, and it costs more than we bargained^ for.

|* mMr. Greeley says that the solution of the
question whether woman is equal to a inan dependsupon who the woman is, and whf> the

, mart is.
j Supposing an old man and a youngman were
: to fall into a river, which would bo wettest?
i Why, the wetter 'un. to be sure.

The pains of a n^le soul are like the May
frosts of a life.a ^ring follows them. The

^ pains of the wicked are the frosts of autumn.
thejr precede the punishments of winter.

> Beauty, as a flowery blossom, soon fades ;
f but the divine excellences of the miud, like the
1 medicinal virtue of a plant, remain in it when
» all those charms are withered.
8
, No affection, save friendship, has any sure

eternity iu it. Friendship ought, therefore,'
. 1 * . i i l l ii< i
ivinuvs iu i»c i"u111> uie<t iit love usen, as us oniy
certain guard and preservative.

Ink made from india-rubber is the latest
1 invention. It will be need mainly by writers
' who are inclined to ''stretch a story."i
» A minister took for his text." The flesh,
a the world and the devil," and informed his
f astonished audience that, he should " dwell

briefly in the flesh, pass rapidly over the world,
, and hasten us fast as he could to the devil."

Dilatory people are always behind time ;
* and some one said to a person of this class, " 1
' see that you Velorig to the three-handed peo
» pie." " Three-handed." said he, " that's rather
' uncommon." "O, no, common enough," said
' the other, " two-hand like other people.and a
3 little behind hand."
\ Hope.. Hope is the dawn of joy, memory
» its twilight; but this prefers to shed the colorlessdew or rain ; and the day which the dawn

promises, breaks in, but on another eartti, and
1 under another sun.

Three brothers, hearing a remarkable rejsemblance to each other, recently went into the
same barber shop, an^ on the same day, to be

^ shaved ; one going in the morning, the other at
no n, and the third at night. When the last
oue appeared, the barber, who was a German,1 dropped his razor in astonishment, and exclaimed: "Veil, dat man has de fastest beard
I ntver saw ; 1 shaves him dis morning, shaves

.
him at dinner-times, and he comes back now
mit his beard so long as never vash."
The brave only know how to forgive; it is

the most refined and generous pitch of virtue
' human nature can arrive at. Cowards have

done good and kind actions.cowards have
fought, nuv, sometimes conquered ; but a cowardnever forgave; it is not in hs.s nature ; the
power of doing it flows only from a strengthand greatness of soul, conscious of resenting
every fruitless attempt to interrupt its happinesa.
The Warm Hand of Sympathy..Till we

have reflected on if w»> urn r..,»l»: omn»a l.,,...

much the sum of human hnppiuess in this
world is indebted to this one feeling.syinpa-thy. We get cheerfulness and vigor, we scarcely
know how or when, from mere association with
our fellow-men, and from the looks reflected on
us of gladness und enjoyment. We catch inspirationand power to go on, from human pre-
sence and from cheerful looks. The woman
works wilh added energy, having others by.The full family circle has a strength and a life
peculiarly its own. The substantial good and
the effectual relief which men extend to one
another is trifling. It is not by these, but bysomething far less costly that the work is done.
God has insured it by a much more simple ma
chinery. He has given to the weakest and the
poorest power to contribute largely to the com j
mon stock of gladness. The child's smile and jlaugh are mighty powers in this world. When
bereavement lias left you desolate, what subist'tntial benefit is there which makes coudojlence acceptable ? It cau bestow upon younothing permanent. Hut a warm hand has
touched yours, and a thrill told you that there
was a Hiving response there to your emotion.
One look, one human sigh, has done more for
you than the eostliest present could convey..Thoughts for 11 tary flours.

*' Neither hid iiim GodSpeed".Whatever
increase of dishonesty there is in commerce today,and whatever increase there is in politics.
are due, in u great degree, not so much to anyincrease in the bad tendencies of human nature,uh to the abandonment or neglect, by those
who know the right and love it, ot" the duty of
applying social penalties to those who violate
the rules of morality on which the social fabric
rests. There is hardly a field of human activitywhich does not contain whole armies of in
defatigable scoundrels, and any strong man
who bids them go on their way in peace, has on
his soul all the spoiling of the helpless and the
griuding of the poor which they afterwards
commit..Afa/ton.

Christian Infi.i ksck..The »un is lull of
heat and light, and it asks no questions as to
how it shall do good, but is perpetually pouringout its golden flood. The spring that spathic*
at the foot of the hill is full, and, asking leave
of ?>o pat la fcrctcr »r-. .

waters. Ho the Christian, if only hill of the
love of Hod and man, and shedding around
him benign influence, as a natural result can-
not help doiug good. <

Henry Ward llcecher, returning troui church
one Sunduy, passed a iiuiuhci of specimens of I

' Young America** amusing themst l*e* with a
game of marbles, mixed with lan« y sweating ,
" M^.y>y," said Mr K to an interesting ) >ulh

°fM. ' *,n i
" Are Ton ! navsrwl buttons, quite naively
** why don't j«hi run, then?*' ,

AGRICULTURAL. I

THE FA EM ASI) THE HOUSEHOLD.
Profit* of Farming.. John P. Gager, ,?r.,

of Scot! and, < ?., writes to the Norwich Advertiserin illustration of what industry and economywill do oti it farm. IleKip : *'I commencedfarming twenty-seven years ago, with
a capital of $"o0. which I earned by working
bv the month for $11 per month. I hirers
farm, ami hired a Imnse-keeper for a tear and
a half. I then married one of the be. t. housekeepersin New London county. From that
time to the present we have attended strictly to
fanning, and we are now owners of two large
"farms, a saw mill, shingle mill and grist mill,
with a run of custom from ten to twelve tlion
sand bushels a year. We have a number of
thousand dollars in hank stock, and about one
thousand dollars' worth of produce on hand. 9
This hag accumulated by attending strictly to
farming, without any outside speculation. 1
say this to encourage young inen ti» turn their
Attenti(H)*more particularly to farming."

Domestic iter i|>r*.

Make Your own Candles: Take two poundsof aiuin for everv ten rounds oT tallow ? dis-
solve in warm water before the tallow is put in:
then melt the tallow in the alum water with
frequent stirring. This will clarify am) harden

i the tallow so as to make a most beautiful article,either for summer or winter use, almost us

good as sperm.
Cookies : One teacup of l atter, two of sugar,

one of milk, two-thirds of u teaspooiifui of
soda ; just enough flour to roll out thin. Bake
a light brown. *

. aUye and Indian Bread: Take two quarts of
rye and one quart of Indian meal, one half cupfulof yeast, one-half cupful of molasses, mix
#ktb warm water, rise three hours, and bake

%the same time in a stove oven.

IIow to Pack Eggs : I have packed eggs for
several years, and find that they can be kept *

perfectly fresh and good for six or eight months
in coarse salt, little ends down, packed a layer ,
of salt and eggs alternately. Haiing tried
many ways, we find this the best of any.

Baked Indian Padding: Scald a quart of
milk'and while boiling, thicken it w i h a pint
of corn meal, remove froin the fire, thin with »

cold miik to the consistency of batter, add two
well beaten eggs, a cup of raisins, a little salt,
sugar, and cinnamon or nutmeg, fluke two
hours iu a oven not too hot.
A (food Apple Tart: Always stew the applesbefore putting them in pastry. For this

tart, make a pie without u bottom crust and
bake. Take off Iho crust, and lay it wrong *

side up 011 a plate ; put the contents of the pie
on top ; put on a little sugar, pour hi a little
cream, and <.rate nutmeg over. *

Custard Pie: Take the yolks of three pggs,
two tablespoonI'uls of sugar, and 0110 of flour :
beat hard ; then flavor and ad 1 two teacups of
milk and bake. To the whites of three eggs,
beaten to a stiff froth, add two tablespoonfulsof sugar, and flavor. When the pie is done,
spread evenly u»ci u, a.id set in the oven for a

j few minutes.
Pried Apple Sauce : Place the apples in a

stew pan. cover w ith water and set on the stove,.
Add water as may be necessary, bnt do not stir
them when they are soft ; sprinkle on sugar
pretty freely, adding a little currant juice,which has been kept sealed for this purpose,
and stew two or three hours longer. At least
six hours will bo required to cook tliein as theyshould be, but they will amply reward the
trouble taken ; and if you have not stirred them
the apple quarters will cutne on the table unbroken.

The Sea

There are certain things.as a spider, a ghost,The income tax, gout, an umbrella for three.
That I hate ; but the thing that 1 hate the most

Is a thing they call the sea.

If you like cotl'ee with sand for dregs,A decided hiut of salt in your tea.
And a fishy taste in the very eggs,By all means choose the sea.

And if, with these dainties to drink and eat,You prefer not a vestige of grass or tree,And a chronic state of wet in your feet,Then I recommend the sea.

All The Weddings.. Hearth and Home
says: When the third anniversary of the
marriage day is celebrated, it is called the
Straw wedding; the fifth, is Woodeu ; the
tenth, Tin ; the fifteenth, Crystal ; the twentyfifth,Silver ; the fiftieth, Oolden. Each of
these is observed according to the taste, inclination,and social condition of the wedded pair.They may keep it in the day time or evening,
or both; may have a breakfast, luncheon, dinner,supper, or a simple "handing around" of
cake, lemonade, wine, or ices, ju*t as theyplease. They may partake in blissful duo. or

j they may summon only relatives on loth sides,
or relatives and intimate friends: or they maymake an affair of it, and invite all creation and
his wife.
When the married life is young and untried,

easily bent for better or worse, interlaced with
recent associations ouite apart from united interests,it is well aud fitting to offer some prettytoken of straw. Later, as family needs multiply,and the youthful couple put off yieldingsimplicity, and put on matter of fact, wheu
they prove they can take better care of themselves,and the rattle and clatter of busy i fe
rise about them, there is a special aptness in
saying, "God bless you !" in shining tin.

Still further on comes the test of mutual
wealth in one another. Feeling this, and reioicintrin it. we sav we cannot, nftUr tin .

our married pair have passed their mark. Thereis a writing in their hair that tells us what to
give, and wo give it heartily, in tender complimentto those twenty-five happy years.After this the months roll on slowly, slowly,with their freight of joy and 9orrow, of toiland feast, until some day when two familiarold faces look into each otln-r with a -tart, andexclaim in a feeble but hearty voice, "'We'vebeen married nearly fifty years!"How staidly they speak! But there is a
measureless content in their tone. They have
dwelt with one another in peace, these two, for
nearly half a century. What if life's hill has
sometimes been hard to clitnb? They'll '"sleepthegither at the foot," and beautiful memoriesshall cluster around them.
But now there must be no thought of sleeping.Children, grandchildren, and great grandchildrenknow of these fifty wedded years, andinsist upon a tJoldeu Wedding. So lot it be.It is sunset; but the horizon is brighter than

at noon time.

The household is the home of the man, aswell as of the child. The events thut occurtherein are more near and affecting to us thanthose which are sought in senates and academies.Domestic events are certainly our affair.What i\ri> cnlli'il rmi.i;.. ... .*
i'h.'iiu r»nu« tuuy or amy noibe ou8. If a until willies to acquaint himselfwith the reul history of the world, with thespirit of the a^p, he tuust not go first to theState House or the court room. The subtle

spirit of life must be sought in facts nearer.It is what is ilone an 1 so IT red in th house, inth<^ constitution, in the t« mpcranu nt, in th'*
person.il history, that has the profotirulest interestfor us.

The official record*, of Suvatmah. t-a.. wherethe population is about equally divid« I betweenthe white and colored, allow olSHdeat) ,,,f white
people for the year ending October I, fNf.V, and47J of colored, or a proportion of te whiten tonine colored ; I.nd yet the negroes ||4«e th
same relative di>advan* ifes for life er I health

« m I U* > (!! i <N 4ht » #> « cityt .overiiof A h ot «»f M i» .iNMip|n n un in hisInaugural addr.- * "The moai prof ued ai »
let y with which I enter III v nffi. e «« 11 iv*ri»oi»f this Hiate U hat of making the eo o« d manthe equal, l«Tot the U*. Tany ot« manthe equal, not in dead b M« r hut in 1»% h»fffe t.'
" Ihq, inav I inquire nhevw Itohi* m i i|ru«»t.»re is 1 t nliDil. n r ,|»lm the tawy,rerr r« -|»* t| t> >S «« . Mo*

ihtiiHi. alter ailing « h «h - it?
' I Hare net th** k<s»t ot your llot. .r mnI
the um tun r .

j


